Adorkable 


Author: midnight_moonlight 


Bands: Foo Fighters 


Characters: Chris Shiflett, Taylor Hawkins 


Relationships: N/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Mon Dec 25 2017 03:18:26 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Adorkable 


Tour buses could be a great way to hide away from the world. Especially when no one else was around. 


With the show over and everyone else getting drunk back in the venue, Chris had seen an opportunity to slink 
away and have a little quiet time to himself. Sure, he loved his band. But being in the same room as Dave and 
Taylor could be a recipe for disaster. Especially when one was hopped up on alcohol and both of them were 


hopped up on adrenaline. 


He'd turned the lights low before dropping onto one of the deep, plush couches. He was just settling into the 
opening chapter of a new book when he heard the distinctive Whoosh of the bus door opening. Inwardly, he 


groaned. Outwardly, he pasted on a smile. It was a smile that became genuine when Taylor bounced in. 
His blonde hair was stringy and damp from the shower and his shorts barely clung to his tiny body. Draped 
over his torso was a baggy tshirt that advertised some store or another. Probably one that they'd passed 


through on some leg of the tour. 


Taylor's eyes lit up when he saw the guitarist. "Chris!" 


"Hey, buddy. How you doin?" 

Ever the perpetual child, Taylor bounced over and dropped himself to the couch. When he wasn't causing 
trouble with Dave, his favourite thing was keeping Chris company. Their friendship turned him from a nearly- 
fifty year old man into someone far younger. Chris appreciated Taylor's company and was touched by how 
happy the drummer seemed to be around him. 


"Good. I'm good." He leaned in to Chris and peered at the book. "What are you reading?" 


Chris turned the cover so that Taylor could see it. "The 37th Parallel It's all to do with a guy who finds a 


literal UFO highway across America” 
"Looks boring.” 


He smiled "Depends what your definition of boring is. You'd do better reading more books instead of magazines 
and the backs of cereal packets." 


His smile widened as Taylor pouted. It only took a moment before the drummer perked back up again. He lifted 


one of Chris's arms and draped it around his shoulder before snuggling down 
"You can carry on reading now," Taylor murmured. "I'll just sit here and watch." 
Chris felt his heart warm and he rested the book on his knee and used his free hand to flip the pages. 


"You're all kinds of adorable. You know that, right?" 


He could feel Taylor's warm breath against his neck and his straw-coloured hair tickling his cheek. Taylor 


draped an arm across his chest and gave Chris a gentle squeeze. 

"Yeah, | know," he softly replied. 

Chris smiled and flipped the page of his book. He was used to Taylor being being close and snuggly. At some 
point in their lives, all of them had been a willing victim of the Taylor Hawkins Blanket. None of them minded. He 
was a nice person to chase away the occasional bout of loneliness with. 

As absorbed as he was in his book, Chris became aware of Taylor moving his arm. It inched down, his hand 
sweeping over his stomach before resting on his crotch. Chris gave a mental shrug and went back to losing 


himself in the words on the page. 


For a while, they sat in silence, Taylor obviously enjoying his company. When Taylor's fingers closed around his 
groin, Chris jumped. 


"What are you doing down there?" he gently asked. 


Wide, happy hazel eyes looked up at him, Taylor's face twisting in to one of his gleeful smiles. "We've never 


done this before." 
"Done what, Taylor?" 


The drummer didn't reply. His deft fingers quickly unzipped Chris's jeans and dived inside to pull out his still 
flaccid cock. Chris just watched, jaw slack and eyes wide as Taylor began to slowly stroke him. He knew that 
Dave was brazen and wouldn't think twice about walking up to someone he liked the look of. But had never 


imagined it from Taylor. Nearly two decades of Dave's influence had obviously rubbed off on the drummer. 


"We've never had a little fun before," Taylor replied. "Come on, Chris. Itll be quick and | want to make you 
happy.” 


"| am happy." 


"Happy, happy. | want to make you happy, happy." Taylor's eyes sparkled with the excitement of being close to 
his friend. "You look like you could use some happy, happy right now. 


Chris sighed and closed his book. Placing it beside him, he looked down at Taylor. The drummer was looking at 
him so earnestly and Chris knew that he'd just lost any fight that he'd had inside of him. Bending his head, he 


pressed a kiss to the crown of Taylor's head. 
"You're a good man, you know that?" 


Taylor gave him a warm smile before he began to move his hand. Sinking in to the couch, Chris allowed himself 
to relax. He could feel himself hardening against Taylor's palm and the pleasure began to knot in his groin. Chris 
didn't want to take his eyes off of Taylor but, as the other man pumped his cock, he couldn't help but let 
himself drift off in to another little world. 


Had Taylor always harboured feelings like this? Was the drummer attracted to guys? He and Dave were 
awfully close... Like joined at the hip, always in each other's pockets kind of close. And others had speculated 
about their friendship. 


And why was he finding himself turned on by the blonde man's calloused hands working over his dick? Shouldn't 
he be repulsed? Was it the innocence with which Taylor had approached it? Or did he feel something for the 


drummer? 


He let out a contented sigh and spread his legs a little wider. Opening his eyes, he looked down and watched as 
his cock slid against Taylor's hand, the head appearing appearing and disappearing between his strong fingers. It 
had been a long time since someone had taken the time to pleasure him and Chris couldn't remember who the 


last person had been 


"That feels so good," he sighed. "So fuckin’ good. Taylor, you sure you don't do this for anyone else?" 
The drummer looked up at him and grinned. "That would be telling.” 


Chris nearly lost it when Taylor pressed the gentlest of kisses to the head of his cock. Tears welled in his eyes 
and he could feel his body beginning to tighten as his orgasm approached. Mumbled, incoherent words fell from 
his lips and the world around him, that of their tour bus, faded to nothing. In that moment, it was just Taylor 
and himself enjoying a moment that Chris had never imagined that either of them would share. 


Taylor's hand twitched and stretched around his hard flesh and Chris could no longer contain himself. Here he 
was, alone on the bus with Taylor deciding that it was the appropriate moment to give him a hand job. Bucking 
his hips, he let out a guttural wail and pushed himself back in to the couch. 


"Close, Taylor. I'm close." 


Reaching out a hand, he petted the drummer's hair, letting the soft strands fall through his fingers. He wanted 
to give something back to Taylor, wanted to thank him for taking a moment to think about him. 


Taylor's hand slid to the base of his cock and squeezed before slowly working its way back to the head. As his 
fingers brushed through the silky pre-come Chris arched his back and erupted. His head swam as the pleasure 
coursed through him and a strangled cry of Taylor's name whispered past his lips. 

As he slowly came down, Chris turned his attention back to the man that was draped around him. Hazel eyes, 
now glazed with lust, looked up at him and a slow smile played on Taylor's lips. The drummer lifted his semen 
soaked hand and slowly licked the fluid from his fingers. Chris groaned and let his head drop forward for a 


moment. 


Shaking off the new wave of arousal, Chris lifted his head. He smiled down at Taylor and reached out to gently 
stroke his cheek. The drummer responded in kind and tilted his head in to his friend's hand. 


"You're too good to me, Taylor. Too good" 
Taylor's smile was too sweet to resist and he moved to kiss the other man's head, 

"No, Im not," the blonde man replied. "Im exactly what you deserve" 

"And what's that?" 

"Someone to make sure that you're happy, happy! 

Zipping himself up, Chris bundled the skinny drummer in to his arms and hugged him close. Taylor's slender 


arms wrapped around him, returning the hug as hard as he could. He would never ever not be in love with 


their adorkable blonde drummer. 


